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To Thrive at All Involves a Victory Over Sloth

U. S. Mines Own War Materials. esaaaai leeeeeaeBesaaaew
27z& Day in History,

ANE of Congress's war appropriations was $50,000,000 THIS is the anniversary of the operation of the first steam
W to stimulate the mining of metals needed in the manu-
facture

ferry in the United States, in 1811 a line from New

of war materials. Among these are manganese, York City to Hoboken. Only one boat was operated at
pyrite, tungsten, antimony, platinum, mercury, graphite em r a two first, but it did a big business, and more boats were soon

and tin. Ail are to be found In this country, but are being added. Other ferry lines followed fast as the section all
imported at the rate of 2,000,000 tons annually. about Manhattan Island began to build up.

The Wolves ofNew York
i A STORY OF IA)VE AND MYSTERY

troubles of Harold's Father With
l Gypsies Blamed
i Borradale
1 It was agreed that a certain part
of Adderley Hall should be set apart
for them, and that they should
never be Interefered with In their
Jirlvllege of making what use they
liked of this property. To a tribe
icf roving gypsies, constantly men-lace- d

by the authorities, this con-

cession was Invaluable, for who
Jwould have thought of looking for
fhem in such a place the home of
.one of the oldest and richest fami-
nes in America?

It was further agreed that the
secret should be kept inviolate by
both parties to the agreement. To
Ifurther this it was decided that no
Borradale should be told the abso-

lute facts unll he reached the age

Jf thirty, or should he marry before
thirty, then he was to be told upon
Sthe day of his marriage. It was
thought that a younger man might
commit some act of folly and betrSy
to the world the fact of the Borra-

dale illegitimacy.
For this reason, then, a wing of

Adderley Hall was completely iso-

lated from the rest of the building.
It la easy to understand, is It not,
how the legend grew up and took
jshape? Some one concealed In the
"walled up rooms there was. Indeed,
some one there, for it appears that
She Valenskis made free use of their
'.asylum deformed creatures hidden
'away the sight of some dark,
swarthy gypsy, accidentally sd!n,
'might have given rise to this rt.

Besides, It appears that for
generations the eldest sons of the
'descendants of the first Borradale-Valens- ki

have partaken in some
measure of the deformity of their
'ancestor.

This, then, was the secret im-
parted to every Borradale. his fam-Jl- y

Illegitimacy, and the gypsy con--

trol over his ancestral home. To
.those of later date, the revelation
was not very terrifying, more espe-
cially as somewhere toward the end
af the eighteenth century the Bor-
radales altogether gave up living
at Adderley; besides, the fear of
the world becoming possessed of the
secret was no longer so intense, and
the gypsies themselves, though they
maintained their privileges, had st

setUed down to the position of
.family retainers.

The secret to become imparted to'
.the Borradales became by degrees
a. family tradition, and one not to
ifce particularly feared.

Such was the position when. In
the usual course, the father of
Earold became the possessor of the
family secret. Let me say that to
him the whole of the present trou-
ble Is due. He completely over-
threw the amicable terms upon
Jwhich the Borradales then stood
with the gypsies and reopened the
"Whole dispute of years before.

Was It in a spirit of bravado that
tie did this? It is Impossible to say
what motives inspired him. Ills ac-
tions must speak for themselves.

As soon as he was in possession of
the facts he went abroad to Hun-
gary to deal with the Valenskis
as he said at first hand. Ho found
his way to the castle, where I spent
so many months of my life, which
was then in the possession of the
present Valenskl's father. The old
man had married one of the von
Sehonheims, the aristocratic family,
which some years beforr had thrown
In its lot with the g psles He had
three children, two daughters and a
eon. The son we know to oureoft:
the youngest daughter was Drara,
whom I married: the eldest, the eld-
est It Is about her that the mystery
of today hangs. It Is she whom I
saw In the secret rooms of Adder-le- y

It Is she who lias exerted her
evil influence over our own genera-
tion.

I have not been able to gather
very connected facts about this
creature I call her so, for the name
ef woman is hardly applicable to
her. It appears that she was lost in
the forest when quite a child, and
her father never thought to tec her
again, presuming that she had been

' devoured by the wolves.
It was given to John Borradale. In

his wanderings, to discover her. She
was a wild creature, a very wolf,
who lived among wolves and had an
affinity for them. Of course, it Is
impossible for me to ray how much
of this Is truth and how much mere
legend. It is related that John Bor-
radale saw the wild girl and fol-
lowed her to her lair, where he was
set upon by a pack of wolves, and
barely escaped with his life. But
he carried her with him, though she
scratched, and bit and tore at him
with her long calls.

He brought her back to the Valen-
skl castle, where she u recognized
by the old man as his long lost
daughter, and in time she was, to
a certain extent, tamed. She had a
weird beauty in those days, and
prhaps the savage in her appealed
to John Borradale, for the fact re-
mains, extraordinary as it may seem,
that after a while he married her
according to gypsy rites, thus, as old
Valenskl pointed out to him, uniting
the two families.

Of course, the Infatuation did not
last long. Vanla, as she was called.
was impossible as & companion.
John Borradale fled, even as I have
done, and returned to his home.
Here, possibly with the Idea of pro-
tecting himself, and not looking at
his marriage with Vanla as legiti-
mate, he contracted another mar-
riage

Hardly had this been done than
he was confronted by the Valenskis,
father and son, and coerced Into re-
taining to Vanla. who was about to
become a mother.

How he ted from his true
wife I do not know He left her
abroad and returned secretly to
Adderley, where Vanla was Installed
te the secret wing Under threats
Jft his life. I belters he consented
To reeognli Vanla' child as ht

By Probyn for
Misfortunes

own. The agreement was that the
child should be proclaimed to the
world as his son by his American
wife, thus becoming the future
owner of the estates. This was old
ValenskUsambitIon. He recognized
that It was impossible for Vanla
even to take a position in society,
but he was content if the child
should succeed to the property. As
you know. It Is the only strictly en-
tailed estate remaining in America.

Unfortunately for this plan it was
too soon apparent that Zorska as
the child was named was physical-
ly unfit for the part proposed. Bor-
radale. who had consented to this
adoption of the child as the price
of his liberty, flatly refused to carry
out his undertaking. He was not,
therefore, allowed to leae Adder-le- y,

but remained practically a
prisoner in his own house
for some years longer. In this
period two other boys were born to
him. They are those whom you
know as Basil and Cyril. In the
meanwhile, too, old Valenskl died,
and the ,on, intent upon his own
studies In the art of poisons, re
laxed for the time his vigilance
upon Borradale. No attempt was
made to force either Cyril or Basil,
both of whom were mentally de-
ficient more so than Zorska but
sot deformed, into the position
which it was proposed that Zorska
should hold, and about a year after
the birth of Basil, John Borradale
set young Valenskl at defiance and
returned to his American wife.

Tou know what followed. Mr.
and Mrs. Borradale went back to
Helm, where they were joyfully
welcomed after their long absence.
No one but the husband and wife
for Mrs. Borradale was presumably
In the secret knew what happened
during the half-doze- n years in
which they had ostensibly been
traveling abroad: the secret of Ad-
derley was well kept.

Then at Helm a son was born to
Mrs. Borradale. an heir to the es-

tates. And It was in regard to this
child that Valenskl the younger,
more subtle than his father, took
his revenge.

A few months earlier Vanla had
given birth to her fourth son, and
Valenskl contrived, by suborning
the nurse, to substitute this child
for Mrs. Borradale's. Mrs. Borra-
dale, you may remember, "was taken
1U soon after her child's bfrtb, and
had to be separated from It for
months; how then was she everl to
notice the change when she had
hardly seen her own baby?

It was with malicious glee and
pride In himself that Valenskl told
me of this trick. He had done what
his father had failed to do; he had
established a Valenskl as the recog
nized heir to the Borradale estates.
"And my revenge will be complete,"
he said, with a chuckle, "for one day
John Borradale and his wife shall
know the truth; they shall know
that their child is not their child,
but that they have cherished to
their hearts In spite of everything,
a scion of the hated Valenskis."
Luckily, as you know, this threat
was never carried out, and both Mr.
and Mrs. Borradale dld in ignor-
ance of the fraud that had been Im-

posed upon them.
But think what Harold had to

learn, when, on the night of his wed-
ding, the secret of the Borradales
was Imparted to him!

4 CHAPTEIl CLTV.
The Ileal Lord Borradale.

Unfortunately for himself, con-

tinued the document. John Borra-
dale discovered the trick which had
been practiced upon him Proba-
bly this was owing to the gypsy
mark upon the wrist of the child.
I cannot say how this may be, but
I know that his grief and rage
were terrible to witness. He went
to Valenskl and threatened and
prayed but In vain. The gypsy
was obdurate.

"The boy is your own son." he
said, "and he ha a Just claim to
be your hlr. Disavow him now
and you will have to acknowledge
to the world the history of our
own disgrace a shameful story.
Under those circumstances I should
be even compelled to prove that the
whole of your line M Illegitimate
The true Borradale of today Is not
you. but I."

"But at least give me back my
child." moaned the wretched man.
"I love him."

"The child Is dead.' said Valenkl
coldly. It was probably a lie, but
he wished to put an end to the
matter once and for alL

"You murdered him you devil!"
"No. He was well treated as

well treated as Vanla's children.
He died naturally of some Infantile
complaint."

JoVj Borradale was powerless to
do more. He had come to lrve the
substituted child before he had dis-
covered the fraud. His wlf pas-
sionately adored her supposed off-
spring. To tell her the truth
would have been equivalent to a
death blow

He yielded to circumstances. But
the horror of his life became more
than he could endure. He became,
as we know, partially Insane, and
at last he died, a miserable, self
tormented man.

Harold, enriously enough, grew
np without any indication of his
brothers' mental and bodily de-
formity. He was in every sense a
fine specimen of English manhood,
but the evil was In his blood, and
It had to come out at last.

John Borradale. on his death, left
his tangled affairs in the hands of
the solicitor, Crlmstead, an un-
scrupulous individual, who soon be-

came subservient to Valenskl and
who cheated the unhappy Mrs. Bor-
radale without the smallest re-

morse.
Her one Idea In life was to save

Harold her own child as she
thought him from any knowledge
of the Adderley horrors. Cyril and
Basil died probably she was never

.told how end she hoped, no doubt.
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that Zorska, too, before Harold at-

tained his thirtieth birthday.
Valenskl's tale ended with the

substitution of Vanla's child for
that of Mrs. Borradale's, and with
a statement that Mr. Borradale had
accepted the Inevitable had not In
any way repudiated Harold and
had voluntarily retired Into an
asylum, where he would probably
die.

"Thus." oonoluded ValerrskJ.

Copyrig-nt-, ii, by tn wneeier rndicaie.

have attained my father's object.
A Valenskl la now the rightful and
acknowledged heir of the Borra-
dales. When Harold Is thirty ho
shall be told the truth of his par-
entage. Till then must
continue as they are. Vanla Is
safe at Adderley, Her three sons
are here in the Orange nnder the
charge ef r frindTrrnch and ef
Grlnutaad. whalats far Vm. Borra
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The little miss

is Frances
Ottley, She is on
Duke Dare, one of
the prettiest ponies
seen about New
york recently.

INTERESTING
STORIES

"Edward, my a
who was mixing the milk and

"you se what I am doing?"
father." replied Edward.

Tou're pouring water the

"No, I'm not, Edward. I'm pour-
ing milk Into the So If any-
body asks if I put water Into
the milk, you can them no. Al-

ways stick to the Edward.
Cheating is bad enough, but Is
worse!"

The Martinet.
Sergeant Masterton was as

a very disciplinarian. "Shun!"
he cried to his squad. "Quick

Left wheel! Cor-

poral Brakes, take Tompkins' name
for talking in the

"But he wasn't ta'king." protested
the corporal, who w standing nar
to Private Tompkins.

"Wasn't he?" shouted Serjeant
Masterton. "Don't matter.

him In the guardnoti.e fur de-

ceiving ra:"
"The Invincible Army.

our boy getting
on In the army, Mr. Johnson?

Johnson Wonderful' I feel a
of great security. An army

can make my boy get up early
work hard all go to bed

can do anything!

Photos by InternaOondLt

Children and their ponies have termed leading
feature at all of Fall horse shows. Here are two

the most popular young misses at Piping Rock
exhibits. This show, like many others, had war
charity object, being for benefit of the Red Cross.

Dad Arrived Just Time Powerful Katrinka Put
Last Ball In Side Pocket.

FONTAINE FOX.
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By BEATRICE

What Shall She Give Him?
DEAR MISS FAIRFAX:

Some time ago I met a yonng
man whom I regard as a very
desirable friend. After about a
month, during which time I saw
him almost every day, ho Joined
the trmy and Is now In camp.
"Would it be proper for me to re-

member him with a little gift on
hL--i blrtnday. and If so, what might
I give him? RUTH.

I would be quite proper for you
to remember the young soldier on
his birthday. It Is always a ques-tio- it

however, to know what to
give a man in service, as the amount
of space at the disposal Is so limit-
ed. Why not give him one of those
useful little kits, either toilet, medi-
cine, or amusement, holding cards,
checkers, etc, that are especially
designed for soldiers?

Writing to An Old
DEAR MISS FAIRFAX:

I have been married now for
a numbr f mnthi aoj r v
hit - y

The Plotters
AN UNUSUAL SERIAL OF EAST AND "WEST

Butler Leaves House in Which Chapin
lies Dead Without Any Explana-

tion to Elizabeth.
By Virginia Terhune Van

de Water.
(CopjTirnt. lilt. Star Company.)

CHAPTEa tV.
WADE awoke from

ELIZABETH The sun was
through the

drawn curtains. The light from tho
night lamp had burned Itself out.

The gtrl sat up and tried to recol-

lect how she happened to be here.
Her neck was stiff and her back
ached from bavins; spent hours la
a sitting posture.

As her eyes fU on Martha Cha-pln- 's

bed she remembered what had
happened. But where was Mrs.'Chapln?

Rising stiffly from her chair,
Elizabeth started across the room
Just as the door opened and Mrs.
Chapln entered, fully dressed.

"Good morning, dearie," sho said
gently. "I awoke at 6 o'clock, and
when I saw how yon was sleeping
I crept out of the room and got

Puss in Boots
Jr.

By David Cory.
you can imagine how

W.ELL. eerybody was on
the Ark when the

Weathercock shouted
"Periscope!"

"Where awayr asked Captain
Noah.

"Dead ahead!" screamed th
Weathercock.

Instantly all eyes were tnrned in
that direction. Some distance
ahead stretched a long, smooth
sandy beach, on which was a huge
billboard with the word's "Pttrry'a
Slope."

"Bah." exclaimed Captain fcoab.
"Perry's Slope lsn" 'Periscope.'
Well. Tm glad It !

"Are we golr eT asked
Mr. Jonah.

"looks like it, answered Cap- -
taln Noah. "The Ark for
the beach. Hope we don't Lump
too hard. Some of the animals
might get hurt."

The Ark was going at a fast clip,
and as they neared the shore every-
one braced himself 'and clung light-
ly to the railing.

"Hold fast!" shouted the Weath-
ercock, as the bow touehedthe
beach. In another minute th- - Ark
skimmed gracefully over the sand
with as much ease as It had tailed
upon the ocean.

"Wonderful boat you have!- - ex-

claimed Mr. Jonah. looking at Cap-

tain Noah. "Ought to be proud of
her: she's a dandy."

Befpre the latter had tim to
make reply the "Ark stopped, and
every one rushed toward the gang-
plank. "Let It down easily." com-

manded Captain Noah; "easy thcr "
"Why. the Ark's on wheels," cried

Puss Junior, as he stepped on the
sandy beach: "regular automobile
wheels."

"Well, I declare," exclaimed Mrs.
Knah; "so it is."

"Let's call It the 'Arkmoblle.'"
suggested Ham.

"Just the thing." said Shem;
"don't you think so, father?"

Captain Noah did not reply for a
moment, as he was busily engaged
Inspecting the bottom of the Ark.

"I was looking to see If it were
built to run on the land," he replied,
"or whether it Just went this far on
account of its momentum."

"What's that niose?" asked
Japheth.

"Sounds like the engine of an au-

tomobile." answered Shem.
"It's coming from" the Ark." cried

Ham.
Captain Noah hurried back on

the Ark and went below. Presently
he returned, smiling with satisfac-
tion. 'There's a regular automo-
bile engine in the hold way aft."
he said. "And it's connected with
a shaft so that It will turn the
wheels. We'll have no difficulty
In traveling on land."

"Hurray for the Arkmoblle!"
shouted Ham.

On land or on sea.
Wherever we be.
The Arkmoblle
Is the thing for me."

sung russ, skipping about on the
sand.

And in the next story you shall
hear what happened after that
that Is, If a German Airship doesn't
drop a frankfurter on the Ark and
explode it all to smithereens.

To Be Continued.

FAIRFAX.
ThfriL" A few days ago I vis
ited an old friend of mine and
she asked me to send a few
lines to her son. who is also
"Over There." This young man
and his parents always thought
seriously of me before I was
married, but I never showed
anything more than friendship
for him.

Now, Miss Fairfax. I am
puzzled to know what to do, as
I don't like to hurt his moth-
er's feelings by not writing, at
the same time, I am afraid I
would not be doing the right
thing toward my husband, ond
as I love him dearly and want
to be true to him In all re-
spects. I will thank you for
your advice. PUZZLED.
Why not state the case to your

husband as clearly as you have
to me, and ask him how he feels
about your sending a postal or a
friendly little note to the yjung
soldier. I think your attlrudo quits
the proper one In avoiding compli-
cations that may cause your hus-bin- H

tn munderst r your rntire- -

Advice to the Lovelorn

Friend.

dressed. Tou must have been Tery
tired, for you never moved."

"What time Is it now?" the gtrl
questioned.

"After 7. Now go and Chungs
your clothes to freshen yourself n
a bit. Then come down and have
some coffee. I Just remembered
you've not had a bits nor a sup
since yesterday noon."

"Perhaps that's why I feel so
queer and dizzy," the girl said as
she went toward her own roots.
"Why stopping as she head soma
one moving about In the kitchen
below who Is getting breakfast?"

"Mrs. Miller." Martha Chapln ex-
plained. "I went down Just now
and had a talk with her. It seems
that Mr. Butler asked Mr. Miller to
let his wife come over hers and
do for us until yon and mo are
feeling real good stain. So she's
arranged to stay on for several
days."

"That's Terr kind." EUzabett
muttered.

She had slept so heavily and was
so faint from lack of food that her
brain worked slowly. She recalled
as in a dream the happenings ef
last night. And she shrank from
dwelling on them.

Seeks Bntler In Vain,
Tat as sho bathed and dressed,

the haze lifted from her ramd. and
one by one each incident of the aft
ernoon and evening stood oat
clearly.

Was John asleep? Had the sher-
iff been re yet? What had the
coroner said? She must ret down
stairs as soon as she could and ask
her lover these questions.

But when she entered the dining
room he was not there. Mrs. Miller
was, and Mrs. Chapln Introduced
her, seating herself at the table as
she eld so.

"Elizabeth, my dear, this is oar
neighbor, Mrs. Miner," she said.

"Pleased to meet you." Mrs. 2QV
er smiled. "I remember seeing To
when I first came to this place ts
live. Just after my marriage. But X

guess you don't recollect, ma. Tost
was only a '1 child then."

"No," Elizabeth responded poTUs-l-y.

"I am afraid I don't recollect It,
Mrs. Chapln has told me of your
kindness In coming to as Just runs.
We both appreciate It."

"Well, one must stand by netrV
bors in trouble," Mrs. Miller re--;

marked. That's what X told err
Sam. last night when bo come over
for me. And I promised Mrs. BmVtl
ler Fd stay. He was kinder worried

about you and Mrs. Chapln."
Elizabeth noticed that the widow-looke- d

pale and nervous, and she
changed the current of the oonras-satlo- n.

"Dear." sho urged, "do take soma
coffee. It Is so good and hot"

"Well, rm glad you enjoy tt,m
Mrs. Chapln rejoined. "My, but I
feel all weak and gone-lik- e this
morning! I suppose it's on account
of the shock." she added, tears com-
ing to her eyes.

"Of course It is." Elizabeth sym-
pathized. "You will feel belts
when your son arrives."

The words had the desired effect.
The mother began to talk about
her boy. with Mrs. Miller as an In-

terested listener.
In silence. Elizabeth Wade ata a

little breakfast and drank a cup of
coffee, her thoughts busy with the
man she loved.

Why had he not come down to
breakfast? Was he, too. so tired
that he. had overslept? It was not
like him not to be present at a
time when he must know she would
be nervous.

She thought of the form lying In
the darkened room across the hall
and felt suddenly sick and very
much alone. She must not seem
eager about John. Mrs. Miller was
watching her and might suspect
her anxiety If she asked questions
about him. Tet she must find out
how and where hevwas. A happy
inspiration came to, her.

"When I went upstairs last
night," she remarked, casually, "Mr.
Miller was here. Has he gone
home?"

"Yes," the wife nodded. "He had
matters to attend to on our farm,
you see. So I fixed him up a little
breakfast real early and he drove
back home."

Elizabeth's ruse had not proved
successful. She must try again.

Butler's Abseace explained.
"It Is too bad that you have to

many breakfasts to prepare." she
ventured. "First, one for Mr. Mi-
ller, then another for Mrs. Chapln
and myself and one later for Mr.
Butler when he cornea down."

"Oh. no!" Mrs. Stiller spoke quick-
ly as If to conceal her eagerness ta
Impart a bit of interesting- - news.
"I don't have to get breakfast for
Mr. Butler. He's gone away. And
that reminds me, he told me to tell
you folks that he had some business
he'd got to attend to In Midland."

Elizabeth wet her dry Ups with
her tongue.

"When win he be fcae&T" sha
asked.

Suddenly she did not care wTie
knew that she was engaged to Joha.
All she cared about was his safety.

"Well" Mrs. Miller evaded a
direct reply, watching the girl enri-
ously "he was not sure. Bat be
told me to tell you that yoa would
either see him or hear from, hha
by noon.

"I asked him if there wasn't any
other messace, but he said "no." X

promised to repeat to you Jest what
he said. And that was all there was)
to lt."

(To Be Continued)

Alfred Was Not So Glad.
A youmj wife put down her boots

with a sigh. "What Is It. darling?"
her husbani asked. "Ah. dearest. I
am so happy"" the replied. "But
you had such a sad look tn your
eyes Just now." "I know. I've
been reading about the unhapptnes
that the wives of men of genres
have always had to bear. Oh, Al-
fred, dear, rm so glad jiruja joet

n ordinary sort of feTlowf"


